qaxtse! 
ats) 


CETUTITUtt 


“SRI tees 


Wives, 


Tena 


NOPSE 


Veer ed 


Fe Re FPR TIES 


(5am eo 


rr d ee tery et 
Pewee? 
wees” 


=) mr terns FUE f 


wR nets 

= wry SrregTarer: oF © Py 
Peters reer eeteys £7 5 Fs 
Tee naetgr merece ri ise 


piete bi hia | batt | 


WYN TPT VEER Ys 
eTYs 29s 


Saree retire Pet Tart ce Ttsit 


es eevee 


eet ee 


e- 


L COEPSUJOIE / 
ORAN DELPHI / | 


SEPP PPP PRR 1 6 


EERE BRP RRP RRR 1 7 


I understand the brain: 
Meaningless dreams, 


Bells, smoke, gasoline, intrusion, 
Sirens that undercut reason. 


Turn the corner, 
From god, crowns and currency 
To a tomb, 
With no blueprint or compass. 


RECOMBINATORY SOUP ° 


by L Coepsujoie / Oran Delphi / Brass & Worse 


THIS IS THE ERA OF COLLAGE. Anybody with a cell phone or computer capable of 
copying, sharing or distorting existing images is free to participate. 


The layers of meaning & the stages of meaning-dissolution in memes, images & ideas in 
general. 


RAW CHICKEN 


Take for example the Gordon Ramsay Chicken Meme. We could take 3 steps forward into 
order (layers 0, 1, 2 that make up the meme's substance, out of noise towards resonance) 
followed by 3 steps back into freeform (layers 3, 4, 5 that send it back from resonance 
into noise again) 


Layer 0 is the bare facts of our "real world": Gordon Ramsay is a chef and TV personality. 


Layer 1 is the initial media formulation. Gordon Ramsay is best known for his TV series 
Kitchen Nightmares (formerly Hell's Kitchen). In the show, he often berates & abuses 
guests in increasingly intense & comedic ways. 


One insult in particular that has resonated with a lot of people (or perhaps a generic 
distillation of the type of condescension Ramsey inflicts on participants) is "the chicken is 
so uncooked..." meme. 


This is Layer 2: the codifying of the meme. Perhaps the earliest example of this comes 
from a Redditor in winter 2013: "The chicken is so uncooked / That a skilled vet could still 
save him." Now, it's a meme because it's a condensation of a variety of previously 
understood references, & it offers a recombinable way for others to riff on the same 
format. At this layer, the setup-punchline flow is crucial to the joke's delivery & the 
image-text flow is pivotal to the context, the conveyance of meaning. The top text is the 
setup, the bottom text is the punchline; the image is Gordon Ramsay, the text depicts 
something he might say; both of these pairings synchronize in a meaningful way: the 
minimum requirements for landing the joke. 


Where can we go from here? Toward further distillation. 
"The Chicken / Is Bad." (Il remember seeing this by early 2014) 


Layer 3 is a flattening of Layer 2's sheer possibility into its simplest possible form. The 
joke has been freeze-dried into an anti-joke: "you did it! you broke comedy down to its 
bare essentials!" 


If Layer 3 sends the setup-punchline dynamic to its terminal velocity, then Layer 4 does 
the same with the intended meaning, by twisting the text-image dynamic into 


non-sequitur. In Layer 4, the "scenery" remains the same but its content has been warpedé) 
or mostly replaced. 


"Aahhh! / My dick is stuck in the drawer!" (Saw this one in early 2014, source unknown 
but | swear it's out there!) 


The "humor" at this stage is the willful misuse of the meme's intended format. Gone is 
any semblance of setup or punchline, or any effort toward matching a mold. Gordon 
Ramsay's likeness doesn't even need to be involved here anymore for whatever meaning 
to be conveyed, but somehow the fact that his likeness is still involved is itself hilarious, in 
a way that the previous Layers of memery were unable to reach. 


The original container here is not essential to communicating the meaning. 


Layer 5, the "deep-fried zone" is the true terminal velocity of this & any other image, when 
the image itself becomes grounds for distortion or remix, no longer connected in any 
meaningful way to any of its source context, although some shreds might remain. This is 
the layer of the pixel itself, where there is no genre. 


This is the (de)evolution of the image in a land where anything can be cross-hatched with 
anything else. Any composite is already an element to be composited somewhere else, in 
the ongoing process of meaning-collage. No need to take credit for articulating any one 
Layer over another; with or without an author, the joke keeps pulling itself together. 


Also, in all this, Gordon Ramsay is still a real human person. With a highly visible public 
image, making his likeness park of the Recombinatory-soup. 


COLLAGE DEMOS 
IMAGINE DRAGONS 


The open recombinatory potential in images is at play in words, too, & phrases, even 
ideas themselves. Take for instance "Imagine Dragons." 


At Layer 0, this is a small collection of mouth-sounds which English language speakers 
can understand as meaning or indicating something. 


Taken together, these words become a sentence that can mean something, a call to... 
imagine dragons. This is Layer 0 because it's just one possible open combination of two 
words that could be put together, but it only achieves an emotional significance later, 
once it becomes a name. 


Layer 1 is the Name Layer, where raw words don an identity. The five original band 
members, who formed the group in 2008, all agreed upon the name. Oddly enough, the 
name itself was already a recombination: apparently "Imagine Dragons" is an anagram of 


another phrase which none of the band members will reveal. But it takes on meaning & 4 
weight because the resulting phrase becomes two English words, a verb acting upon a 
plural noun. Something about it just speaks so. 


Layer 2: Imagine Dragons thus becomes an entity whose likeness can be summoned 
simply by speaking the name. Imagine Dragons takes on a personality all its (their?) own. 
Imagine Dragons goes on to write, record & publish songs & albums as a being, as an 
idea-turned-material, a media avatar of an imagination (See also: hyperstition). You hear 
the name & become reminded of these memorable songs & hooks, you can tell your 
friends things like "This band sucks" or "This band is great." You can listen at home, you 
can see them live, you can see them get their work featured in movie trailers, you can find 
easy piano tutorials of their work on youtube... an entire sociocultural happening, all with 
this name, composed of two words, functioning as an easy reference point for the whole 
arc. 


With such an easily reproducible name, comes only stronger possibility for Collage & 
re-Collage, & where the re-Collage gets re-Collaged, sooner or later a meme will congeal. 
Here is one of them: in RealTime FanDub's Sonic The Hedgehog 2018 Redub, Alfred as 
Eggman says in one scene, at the start of what appears to be a pompous villain 
monologue, "Imagine.... dragons." Burst of live studio laughter. In context it's a non 
sequitur, an anticlimax, buildup for either no payoff or an unexpected twist. "Imagine..." 
(we expect some severe, dramatic tirade to follow, or perhaps some kind of soliloquy, as 
we've come to expect from such setups in other stories. but instead, after a brief pause, 
we get...) "...dragons!" 


In the first place, this is just plain hilarious. 


Once again we find the top-text setup / bottom-text punchline dichotomy is intact, here in 
its simplest possible form, each blank filled by one word: Imagine / Dragons. It's a soft 
right-hand setup with a hard left-hook punchline. The humor depends on the audience's 
understandings of: 1) the existence of the band Imagine Dragons, 2) the prevalence of the 
villain-monologue trope, & 3) how the expression of this sentence takes us somewhere 
other than we expected to go, but that is decidedly less heavy. It's a recombination of 
these & more elements. 


At this stage of the "Imagine Dragons" Phenomenon's lifecycle, the name has been 
folded back over itself, hilarity pressed in now like a creased paper: in Alfred's joke, the 
name Imagine Dragons has now been lifted from its status as a proper noun & re-applied 
as a normal sentence again. But like the folded page, the joke "remembers" its nameship 
in full (the joke relies upon everyone in the room pretty much knowing who & what 
Imagine Dragons the band is). 


THE EASTER PAGEANT 


Our meaning-making apparati swim now in culture soup, runoff from the spectacle of the 


variety show. Novel recombination for the sake of parody or satire, always with the page 5 
creased by some unlikely twist or fold from some redoubling of meaning. 


In a video critiquing (or perhaps celebrating) a collection of second-rate amateurish stage 
plays, Youtuber Jenny Nicholson said at one point "I'll never understand why they think 
that doing a joke from one movie in the costumes of another movie constitutes parody." 
But even when the variety show aims for legitimate Parody, it can still miss & land among 
the stars of Re-Collage. 


Even & especially when it's unintentional, we have constructed layers of hilarity beyond 
the traditional setup-punchline delivery, beyond the neat high-school-english-class 
gridlines between sarcasm, irony & literality. The corridor between saying "I love this 
movie" & "| hate this movie" is of a more variable length than ever before. Have we 
reached such new distances past the borders of love & hate that the 20th century knew 
that the Poles themselves begin to horseshoe? Go far enough in either love or hate & you 
wrap back around to a common experience- that of Passion. 


Reach the ecstatic wide-open of Passion & you synthesize your opposites into 
buttery-smooth light beams. Reaching the flowstate, entropic communion with God & the 
Devil, the trash can lid & the stained glass window can each line your chapel. But the 
chapel is already in flames, & the flames are already driving these earthly distinctions 
back to dust, then to vapor. 


This is the era of Collage. Our art is in our practice, our art is our practice, our art does not 
live in galleries & museums, it's all around us, in the way we cross the road, the way we 
greet others at the cafe, the way we express our inner light in myriad incalculably small 
ways all the time. The scratchings of a novice guitar player can be just as pertinent & 
important as the shreddings of Van Halen. & a Rembrandt painting can hold as much 
significance as a Gordon Ramsay meme. 


LAYERS OF MEANING, LAYERS OF IRONY 


compared with the styles of meaning exchange available in much 20th-century media, the 
layers of meaning available in the general milieu of late millennial & generation z seem 
starkly un-literal, at times even anti-literal. there is no generational divide among anyone 
alive today over the presence or use of wit, irony, sarcasm, but post-millennium these 
meaning-making (or meaning-rending) devices are far more pronounced in everyday 
speech. (no citation) 


gen-z in particular has driven new semantic characters from a more intimate blending of 
literality & irony than was available to prior generations. youtuber jreg has a 
comprehensive video essay (complete with followups) in which he makes the case that 
post-irony & meta-irony as meaning-making/rending devices pretty much don't exist prior 
to the 1990s, at least not in a common-vernacular way. the recording musician who 
tweets "i hate music, especially songs & albums," the gamer who complains "who cares 


this much about stupid video games," the world-class chef who exclaims "fuck salt!" the 6 
gen-x & before analysis is that in context these are all self-defeating statements. but the 
mismatch between speech & action does not always subtract to self-defeat. in fact, a 
certain humor is struck at this fissure line. from this crack, myriad alternative 

interpretations emerge, which may support, contradict, disregard the face-value layer. 


but this gets slippery fast: what do you mean when you say these things? are you serious 
or are you fucking with me? you more or less have to rely on them telling you honestly 
how close or removed they are from literality in a context. the context itself may even be 
up for debate. as jreg points out, the further you get from the literal layer, the more easily 
a person can just say whatever & decide later what they really meant, if they meant 
anything at all. 


literality is the "ground level" of semantics, where words mean things. irony is a 
scaffolding up from this ground; saying or doing a thing but really meaning something 
else, & arriving at the intended meaning indirectly, often by way of its opposite. 


VAPORWAVE 


Vaporwave was an everyone's-moment, a starkly low-barrier-to-entry style to get in on, 
for a few simple reasons: 1) anyone who can run a certain free open-source DAW ona 
laptop can make it easily, & 2) since vaporwave is online in origin, it has never depended 
on the usual IRL music-scene-building practices that rock, pop, electronic, hip hop, 
techno, metal, noise, etc. had to depend on to become musical movements. 


Vaporwave music often has a sleek & shiny affect, processed & specially curated like a 
fast-food combo, except the recipe is free for anyone to co-opt legitimately. The only 
secret, mysterious factory hiding the true origins of the meat is the artist's DAW & songs 
library. 


In vaporwave, late-20th century western popular music is digested as whole songs & 
regurgitated as mini torrents of partially recognizable hooks & grooves. what the masses 
(listeners-consumers) 30 or 40 years ago digested song by song, album by album, sax 
solo by sax solo, passed thru the stomach of the short-term memory & the liver/kidneys 
of the long-term memory turning this sound-chyme over & over extracting vital nutrients, 
has come back up in a kind of automatic cut-copy-paste packaging anyone can spread 
before & around them as a banner of half-chewed signs & symbols. 


If, as @fomosurfer says, making art is like taking a shit, then what an artist consumes & 
becomes inspired by makes an analog to what a body eats, drinks & becomes nourished 
by. Art is (among other things) a bodily expression. An artist's source of nourishment need 
not be the same source or medium that artist works within; it need not even be art- the 
pure event, experience of living, this elusive aether may be plenty sustenance for the 
art-body to churn into some good shit (the production of an artwork in the usual way 
amounts to ‘dropping’ a ‘product,’ a synthesized runoff from previously consumed 


material). If this is so, sample culture arises from the intentional use of indigestible 
materials- it goes in one end & comes out the other largely the same as it went in. The 
core substance that the art-body chooses not to reduce any further, perhaps because it's 
nourishing enough as it is, or perhaps because in such cases the core materials are 
simply immune to total digestion. After all, how can you really argue with a slick groove, or 
a turn of phrase that strikes on just the right emotional resonance? 


Vaporwave is the return of this indigestible material back to the surface in more or less the 
same shape as it went down in. Albeit distorted, distended, reduced to a ‘lower form’ of 
matter. Priceless nuggets unexpectedly returned to the table, novel presentations of old 
offerings. We can just pass this stuff back & forth as far as we please, each time watching 
the product lose resolution- out of the production-process and back into great glorious 
artifact-laden noise. 


Follow us on all socials: @ _brassandworse 


Brass & Worse is a DIY music label and fashion boutique based 
in Antarctica. We travel the globe in search of falsity and fun. 
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HALOGEN : 


By Otto William Peyer IV (@spiritwaves 


It's the top of 5PM and the come-home-from-work procession is 
beginning. The din of passing vehicles roaring by and crumbling roadway 
returning to the dust-from-whence punctuates the all-encompassing hiss 

of windblow, giving the space that was all-too-quiet just moments ago a 
sense of liveliness as if it'd never been draped in silence to begin with. 
Look alive. A teenager's pubescent cackle, yelling out an obscenity—laced 
something-—or-other, followed by tell-tale sarcastic howl, the 
high-pitched titter of girls in accompaniment. The sound of a smashed 
glass bottle rings out from somewhere unseen, bouncing off down the road 
and dissipating into thin air as the whir of halogen construction lamp 
spurns into action, bright lights illuminating freshly wrapped, 
luminescent yellow tape twisted in an X over the substreet entrance, 
with big, bold, modern font, strong print reading POLICE LINE - DO NOT 
CROSS, a lawful order to be heeded by threat of force from all present. 


Coming in at a leisurely pace, his surprisingly quiet black SUV 
creeping over onto the shoulder through carefully placed safety cones of 
a dull, bleached orange, years and years of sunlight having thoroughly 
beaten their hue into submission, he turns off the ignition and sits 
there for a second, performing a habitually cursory check and giving a 
quick radio dispatch to HQ to let them know of his arrival. Inspector 
Devereux Gilman steps out of his car and onto the scene, with his 
timeworn boots clicking eerily adjacent to a freshly painted yellow 
line, his steps so perfectly in alignment with it that portrayed is a type 
of veteran automaton. He is one who has seen this type of thing so many 
times before, it has become entirely void of meaning. There is no chance 
in Hell, Heaven, or anything in-between that this one will be the one 
that brings forth some type of new reaction. Zilch. After thirty-two 
years, he's seen it all. Shit, he's seen worse than "all". He's got stories 
that would make your skin crawl right up your asshole and stay there. The 
stuff that even the most sensationalist of true crime documentarians 
wouldn't want to get anywhere close to. You might think you want to hear 
those details—I mean, come on, what could possibly be worse than, like, 
everything you've ever heard of? But, trust mes you don't. 


He stops and takes a drag of his coffee, a burning gulp giving way to 
an intense bitterness, flavor's last gasp masked by heat so strong that it 
vaporizes all but the aftermath. A welcome flame to set the dark reaches 
of his soul alight, chasing away a cobweb that seems to form over it 


during the state of the dream, the reliving of all those past crimes 15 


sprinkled in with something new and unsettling. Stepping forward now. 
The two officers yakking away look over, their thoughts miles away, ; 
immediately exchanging a nervous glance and then straightening upright : 
in that specific, easily noticeable way that people do nigh exclusively 
when they've been caught doing something that they really shouldn't. On 
the left, an officer with a goatee and a sense of familiarity pipes up, 
"Shit, Dave. Was wondering when you'd finally get around to us. We've kept 
it locked down for two hours,’ he adds with a bit of humor in his voice, a 
half-giggle, "yeah, some bratty teenagers were really giving us a hard 
time.’ Small talk to cover the ass, smart on average when someone of a 
higher rank is staring at your cup, but Dave is used to this kind of game 
being played with him, and quite frankly, it doesn't really bother him 
nearly as much as it does all those who are seemingly so intimidated by 
his mere presence, so why even acknowledge it? He doesn't. He's not really 
one to fuss. There's a job to do, after all. Instead, he glazes past it 
entirely: "Better Nate than lever, ey Jim? Where's Yolanda?" "She just 
bailed about ten minutes ago. Had something to deal with at home or 
something. Inlaws, somethin' like that. Sounded kind of urgent, I didn't 
want to pry- Initial documentation's donezo though. Said you can follow 
up. Her post was about done, anyway." | 


"That's fineeee and who's this?" Nervously, the officer with the 
thick-rimmed glasses steps up, "Officer Dexter, sir. Milton Dexter." He 
scoffs, "Hell of a name. Never actually met a Milton before. Sure your last 
name ain't Bradley or somethin'?" Another sip. Silence. Whoosh. These damn 
kids these days, they don't know their board games, he guesses. No reason 
to play them anymore. Come to think of it, honestly, nobody really wants 
to do anything anymore. I mean, why would you when you can have the 
world nipping at your fingertips instead? Everything you ever wanted to 
know, just a few taps away. There's no need to spendtime with people. 
Infinite noise. The cacophony of emotions playing out on a small 
rectangular screen, the only light in a dark room. The thought honestly 
made him queasy. Asinine acknowledgments, but still worth making, as far 
as he was concerned. As someone who looked at grotesquely mutilated dead 
bodies for a living, it was the algorithn, of all things, that honestly 
gave him the heebie—jeebies. "Anyway. So. Body's through there, I reckon?" 
pointing at the X'd off entryway. "That's right.’ “After you, then, 
gentlemen. Mind the gape Poindexter, was it?" 


THE COMSEQUEHMCES OF 
SELLIMG DIS TRACTIOF 


By WES STUCKRET 


It's too quiet man 
put on some noise 
There's people dying out there 
I need noise 
Got money to spend 
need to get some noise 
I'm thinking too much 
where's the noise 
They'LlL sell me the noise 
I need the noise 
That's the old noise 
They'LL make you the new noise 
I miss the old noise 
You forgot the old noise 
They'LL make more noise 
You'll forget the Last noise 
I keep thinking man 
They got rid of the old noise 
They're killing people out there 
Just keep putting on more noise 
I want the old noise 
The no noise 
Whatever it was called 
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“how it feels to be tn a hot tub alone” 
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WANT TO SUBMIT WORK FOR 
THE NEXT EDITION? 


FOLLOW MANUAL BREATHING ON 
INSTAGRAM FOR UPDATES AND 
DISCUSSION: 
@WEAREMANUALBREATHING 


WANT TO READ PAST ISSUES OR 
ae TO THE MUSIC OF VOL. 


GO TO THE ARCHIVE.ORG PAGE: 
archive. org/details/@manualbreathing 


